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days of the German war, when he had seen the Austro-
\Hungarian troops for the first time, had remained with him
for ever. " What sort of men are they ? " There might
never have been a period in his life when he had fought with
<the Reds against the Chornetsov detachment at Gluboka.
^But at that time he had clearly known the features of his
enemies : the majority of them were Don officers, cossacks.
Now it was a question of Russian soldiers, different men
altogether, of those who in all their millions supported the
Soviet government and were fighting, as he thought, to seize
the cossack lands and possessions.
Once more in the course of a battle he came almost face
to face with Red Guards. As he was riding with a troop
patrol along the bottom of a ravine he suddenly heard
curses in Russian and the sound of footsteps. Several Red
Guards, a Chinese among them, came running over the crest
- rand, dumbfounded at the sight of the cossacks, froze stock-
still for a moment.
" Cossacks ! " one of them shouted in a terrified voice,
falling to the earth.
The Chinese fired a shot, then in a harsh, sobbing stutter
shouted as one of the cossacks fell:
" Comrades i  Up with the Maxim ! At the cossacks ! "
Mitka Korshunov sent the Chinese down with a shot from
his revolver and, swinging his horse round, was the first to
gallop back along the side of the ravine. The others galloped
after him, attempting to pass one another. Behind them
sounded the baritone voice of the machine-gun. The bullets
*  shrilled through the leaves of the brambles and hawthorns
growing over the slopes, and tore up the stony bottom of the
ravine.
Little by little Gregor began to be steeped in hatred for
the Bolsheviks. They had burst into his life as enemies, they
had taken him away from the land ! He noticed that the
other cossacks were dominated by the same feeling. It
seemed to them all that it v^ only because the Bolsheviks
had invaded the Don province that there was any war at all.
As each man looked at the ungathered swathes of wheat, at
the uncut grain trodden underfoot by his horse, he remem-
bered his own land over which his women were toiling in
labour beyond their strength, and his heart was consumed
L with fury. Sometimes Gregor thought that his enemies, the